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mon, without elevation. His Buveurs are good paint-ino1, but the nature is low. If he were in Paris he would
O"
re-form himself. But in Geneva he will stay what he is. Your portrait by him is an infamous daub. Daffinger, in Vienna, caught your likeness much better; but I do not like miniature very much, unless it is that of Madame de Mirbel. I saw some of hers in the last Exhibition, and I perceived then that Daffinger was much beneath her. "We must still, if we want to have good portraits, spring back to the principles of Rubens, Velascfaez, Van Dyck, and Titian.
I am astonished that you have not yet received Wer-det's " Lys; " the true " Lys " in which there is a portrait. They say that I have painted Madame Visconti! Such are the judgments to which we are exposed ! You know that I had the proofs in Vienna, and that portrait was written at Sache, and corrected at La Boulonniere before I ever saw Madame Visconti. I have received five formal complaints from persons about me, who say that I have unveiled their private lives. I have very curious letters on this subject. It appears that there are as many Mousieurs de Mortsauf as there are angels atClochegourde; angels rain down upon ine, but they are not white.
A thousand little cavillings of this kind make me take to solitude with less regret. Yesterday, September 29, my sister, for her birthday, gave herself the little pleasure of coming to see me, for we see each other very little. Her husband's affairs move slowly, and her life also; she is running to waste in the shade; her fine powers exhaust themselves in a hidden struggle without credit. What a diamond in the mud! The finest diamond that I know in France. For her fete we exchanged our tears ! And, poor little thing ! she held her watch in her haud; she had but twenty minutes. Her husband is jealous of me. For coming to see a brother for a pleasure trip!